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"Come here with that bedpost and say that Bonzo!" Robert snarled menacingly, "see if it gets you a can" 
Jimmy lifted his eyes up from the newspaper, getting out of a trance, when he heard Robert shouting from 
the distance. Next he heard Bonzo cursing to himself, coming back to the hotel lobby after Robert escaped 
from him, effectively holding a bedpost in his right hand. Jimmy ignored the bedpost and only raised his 
eyebrows at him. 


"What is it?" Bonzo threw the bedpost at the floor. 


"The Creem Reader Poll Awards? Robert thought it was funny to keep them all to himself, even ours. He 


grabbed them all and started running like a maniac. And he wouldn't even give Jonesy his awards." 


"What? Heyl." Jimmy said, trying not to smile. 


"I tried to get them back, y'know," he pointed at the bedpost, "but he- he's probably in his room right now, 
that fucker." 


"Really. What- when will he give them back?" Jimmy grimaced, thinking what the hell his bandmate was up to. 


"He said: The rules are, you have to wrestle me for them," he rolled his eyes and whistled, "I can't wrestle 


him, nobody can in fact, not even Peter." Jimmy smiled satisfied when Bonzo couldn't see him. 
"I certainly believe | can," 


He winked at his drummer's confused face, and walked towards the elevator, to Robert's room. //Wrestling 
huh? He can't be serious// Jimmy arrived at the 4th floor, and the room 420. They had already told each 


other their room number, of course, but this wrestling thing, Robert hadn't mentioned it at all. 


The door wasn't even fully closed; Robert was really waiting for his rivals. Jimmy entered the room and 
pressed his back against the door after closing it. Robert was sprawled out on a couch, legs open and with 
those tight jeans, Jimmy's imagination didn't had to struggle to see what it wanted. Robert gave him a 
seductive look, tilting his head a little, and tried not to smile, to appear more serious. //God damn//, Jimmy 


thought, making up his mind to stay in a calmed manner too. 
"So?" Supposed to be a conversation starter. Jimmy walked towards the couch and stood in front of him. 
"So." Robert stood up, all the way his eyes locked with the other man's, and now they were quite close. 


"Give me the awards, | want them." At this Robert chuckled and looked away for a while, and Jimmy raised an 


eyebrow. 


‘It's not that easy babe," he replied, then leaned his head towards him and smirked, "you have to win them 
from me, you have to wrestle me for them." He finished, with his hands on his hips. //God he is serious!// 


Robert could be as determined as him when he had an idea, however ..weird it was. Jimmy laughed and pushed 


him a bit. 
"You know | won't be-! you've always been stronger than me and more now that I'm-" both lowered their gaze 
and smiled sadly. Jimmy knew that Robert worried about him losing weight, but to his surprise, he quickly 


continued talking. 


"Well then.." the singer gave him a suggestive look, "convince me." And Jimmy started to see the fun in the 


situation. Robert didn't need to notice that though. 


“Idiot. l'm not in that mood right now" he said, looking down with a small smile. 


"Well, why have you come here then? What did you think you could do that the others can't?" he said, in a 


way that was trying to sound innocent, but he was staring straight at his crotch, on purpose. 


"Oh I'll think about it," he replied with the same fake innocence and winked at him, "Of course | can convince 


you." 


"You will try." the singer shrugged. Stubborn bastard. Not that he looked less charming when he was in that 
mood. He noticed at that moment that they had been making an effort not to get even closer. 


"Robert give them to me, we deserve our awards and you are being childish." He said more to his lips. 
"Doing whatever | want doesn't make me childish," Robert's voice volume had lowered. 
"Then it makes you stupid" Jimmy looked to his eyes again 


"You are not getting close to convincing me if you insult me," Robert said as if he was offended, and Jimmy 


only rolled his eyes. 


Well maybe the argumentation wasn't working. He didn't want to try to "convince" him yet, so maybe he could 
just take some action He turned his back to Robert and tried to look for them around the room but soon the 
singer gathered his wrists behind his back. 


"Fuck you, let me go!" 
"| already told you how to get them" Robert chuckled, but Jimmy turned around violently to glare at him. 


"| don't even need to convince you. You know how good | am already. You know I'm the best and that's why you 


are dying for me to prove it, baby." He tilted his head a little to emphasize the last phrase. 
"Oh yeah?" he looked defiantly at Jimmy, who was still struggling to get out of his grip. 
"Yeah, you are-" 


But suddenly because of the struggle Robert fell backwards on the bed, pulling Jimmy along with him. Jimmy 
fell on top of him, and could feel all his purposes and objectives slipping away from him, as now his body was 
full pressed against the other man's. So unexpected enough to distract him, and get his thoughts somewhere 
else. Robert slid his hands up from the back of his thighs until he grabbed his butt, half-jokingly but still made 
him gasp. Both Jimmy's hands had been imprisoned, pressed on Robert's chest, where he dug his nails a bit as 
he could not resist anymore and leaned to kiss him. Robert took advantage of his own hands' current position 
to press his hips closer, at the same time when he opened the guitarists mouth. Jimmy rubbed his groin 
against Roberts and now they were both moaning into the kiss. Slowly the guitarist freed his own hands and 
started to move them to wrap them around Robert's neck, and the singer slid his hand roughly between them, 
to grab the other man through his pants. "Agh, fuck." he grunted into his mouth, and they continued to kiss 


hard until Jimmy miraculously remembered why he was in the room in the first place. He reached down to 


remove Robert's hand resolutely and grasped his shoulders, trying to seem serious. 


"Ah, shit.what was |.?" he licked his lips, "Oh right. Love, give them to me, you have to give them to me." He 
stated, raising his eyebrows. Robert just gave him an arrogant look before denying. 


"| don't think | want to, no, darling." 


"Come on, you've only won one of those and | won 3, so you are the least one to have authority in the band to 


keep them all to yourself, darling" he replied, narrowing his eyes. 
At this Robert laughed in surprise, sort of pointing at his face, and Jimmy could only giggle in response. 


His hand placed on the guitarists neck to get him closer, his lips brushing against his ear. "Ah, well that is of 
no surprise because..ch, you are so..talented, Jimmy.." He was having fun at trying to seduce him, but even 
though Jimmy knew he was messing around, he didn't have anything to complain about at the moment. "And 
even more wonderfully, not only at your music," at this point he kissed his ear, and Jimmy closed his eyes, 
"you are so talented in many, many ways..S0 if the mister has many abilities he should use them in his favor." 
They sat up again and Jimmy pouted. Fine, fine, he could try. He began his persuasion and approached Robert 
from the back. 


"Please... please?" he said softly and wrapped his arms around his waist, "would you give them to me please?" 


Robert smiled and refused. Or maybe not? Jimmy huffed and got off the bed, surrounded him and sort of 
kneeled in the space between his legs, then his hands went to his throat, the fingers wrapping around it 
delicately. Robert saw the words in Jimmy's eyes, but he was among the few people who would never be 
intimidated by him. It was actually funny how every part of him, even the bizarre ones, attracted him like no 
one else. Robert smiled and stared at him for a second before making a move. He took one of his hands and 


placed it over his crotch, and Jimmy opened his mouth a little. 
"As | said, you are talented in many ways" a particular stare he enjoyed a lot. 


Jimmy smirked at him and had an idea. He pushed him back gently by his shoulders, and Robert didn't put up 
resistance. He rested on his elbows to look expectantly at Jimmy, who kneeled on the floor, holding onto his 
thighs. He began to unbuckle his belt and Robert's look changed as he saw that was indeed going to happen, well 
that was actually a.nice idea, he had to give him that. He watched all the way as Jimmy took his cock out, 
placed one hand on his hip, and the other went to grab it firmly, while he guided his mouth onto it. He calmly 
took him into his mouth and Robert sighed immediately at the quite comforting warmth. Jimmy started 
sucking him slowly, sending little streaks of pleasure to his lover, and soon felt Robert's hand caressing his 


face. Everything was so quiet now.. 


Jimmy decided to look at him, the arousal growing in his eyes, while his dark hair fell in strands over his face. 
And he looked so hot Robert had to control himself not to get close too soon 


"0h Jimmy." he whispered, staring straight back into his eyes, and shook his head. He then fell back and closed 
his eyes, biting his lip when Jimmy's mouth sent vibrations through him. 


"Ah, do it." Jimmy started moving his head up and down. 


"suck it, suck it, suck it, oh." the singer practically begged, something he didn't do often, his voice turned into 
a lustful moan. Oh shit, Jimmy thought, Robert's voice was always so sensual to him, he could control him 
with it. He continued sucking him and tried to deepthroat him, while his free hand went to squeeze his own 
cock almost desperately. Jimmy let out a muffled moan, realizing how much doing this to Robert had aroused 
him. He wanted to drive him mad with his mouth, he would feel pleasure just by hearing him moaning, he 
might come undone without having to unbutton his own pants. //Ah yes, tell me love, tell me what you 


want.// 


"suck it, suck it, suck it, suck it." Robert's moans continued and Jimmy obliged, doing it as intensely as he 
could, and then he started swirling his tongue over his tip. At this point Robert gasped and started moaning 
even louder, and Jimmy almost forgot his plan again. Almost. The guitarist could feel himself getting harder and 
harder as he felt Robert was getting close to his peak, but instead, he suddenly took him out of his mouth and 
moved to face him. Robert made an annoyed sound as he felt the pleasure sliding away from his body. 


"Robert, now, you are going to tell me where they are," he demanded, giving him a completely serious look that 


both annoyed and impressed the singer. 
Robert just rolled his eyes in refusal, or what? You will stop? 


"Very well then," Jimmy muttered, but instead of stopping, he went down on him again quickly and started to 
swirl his tongue over the head faster this time, not even letting him breathe. 


Robert was taken off guard; he wouldve thought he was going to be punished, if Jimmy decided to leave him 
like that. He moaned right away in his vulnerable state and his eyes went unconsciously, to the right. Finally. 
That's all Jimmy needed. He sucked him and flicked his tongue a few more times, all with this quick pace, and 
Robert spilled himself inevitably into Jimmy's mouth. He covered his mouth to repress a scream, then exhaled 
a moan. Jimmy had really crossed the line this time, he smiled shyly and with his eyes still closed, he had 


really been... 


He didn't swallow it all, just climbed up him, looked at him and then put his hands at each side of his face. He 
gave him a deep slow kiss, his cheeks blushed, letting Robert taste his own cum. 


And next, Jimmy ended the kiss abruptly, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand, and stumbled to get off 
the bed, going directly for the awards that he now knew were, right in the dresser next to the bed. Robert 
was still collapsed on the bed, eyes closed and his mouth slightly opened, still breathing heavily and feeling his 
legs weakened by the orgasm. So Jimmy took advantage of this, and before Robert could stand up completely, 
he had already put the awards into his jacket and closed the door behind him, almost tripping and walking with 


this awkward pace because of his own hardness. 


"Shit" Robert put his hand to his eyes and fell back again, then bit his lip while smiling when he thought about 
Jimmy and his small, tight lips around the head of his cock. He had been defeated. 


Jimmy walked quickly down the hall into the elevator so he could give his friends back the awards they 
deserved. He had to stop hobbling and go a little softer before doing that, though.. Anyway, it had been a well- 
deserved victory and now Robert owed him, he thought happily, arriving at the lobby again. //Now, let's ignore 
Bonzo's congratulations about my "strength."// 


